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A the year. that shall rrturti no more!

Ihr v°*r* full-freighted w lb a wealth unto IJ,
T tla-h nl'diainonda and the fleam of gold.

V w drilled pas: me to the client chore.

I i- waves da-h inland with a sullen roar;
I - .vinil. are bowling ; hat above the dirt

I ... »r the wailing of the might hat" bftn.
| in..ii 'be loss iio mourning can restore

,, fr end. are we indeed the spoil of Fate ?

tVa« there no clay wherewith to touch mine wyes,
it ihrf might cee thee in thy true estate,

(,,, * !i the good. wisest where all were wi*e '

t)u.; i.rjeieome in. lest Joy should he too great,
( broking " I knew one auch " with weeping," known

l.m late ''
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young knighthood.
BY K. FOXTOS,

,4 ulhor of " Premice*

CHAPTER VIII.Concluded.

M It moved. she put it useful suggestion in
'.'in. if a rebuke, exclaiming indignantly,

\\, then, -ir. I'm very mueh surprised that
..... .ii.i.Iv 1.1 nf luir relntidiK Thcv

t!:< j.n>|>«-r {tenons to go to lor information,
of course."

T.i a li.>in, ma'am ?"
W'liv. In r aunt ami uncle Ronaldson, I >«iid,

i»t Baltimore.
Mh. vcs 1 remember."
Aim! v.ui will lie good and patient, sir? I

. ,1 I..- sorry to think we had lost all our

: and if you attempt to rise at present, or

t i! too soon, you must know yourself that
I wound will inflame, and you will be worse

ti :n» ever."
It I can." said Herman, with something of

i 'jii.-rulousness of an invalid; <rbut I must
ure of being on the spot, in time to speak

11 v.^ter ; and if you will not tell me when
tii. I..>11 Id l>e"

I'd ti ll you anything I could, my son, with
i, my ln;art: but you must see, yourself, that
:ii it in t the thing for me to be making ap;nttjji ut-s of this sort." Herman did see it,
.! owned it; hut lie sighed, anil stirred restv:iiti'l -In- went on, u Vou needn't hurry,

at ;»l 11.nis. Mrs. Ronaldsou is travelling
iu»w. I know, and not to be at home till

I of next month. And I give you my
tli.it that will lie soon enough for you>

ton soon. If you were in Baltimore now,
i couldn't do anything about your business
t ii -nine time after that/'
Herman thanked her for this and all her

1 in*--. as warmly as lie had expostulated
b hoi a few minutes before, gave her twenty
ar- tor her charities, begged ber to call upon

I. it it -bnuld over be iu his power to render
»n\ serviee, and told her that he sliould

a.o< believe that, under Provjdence, he owed
recovery from the only two illnesses of his
to *" his two sisters." Sister Mary had heard
.ngli aliout Clara before, to feel rewarded.
I lie next morning brought \Iarshall. his

i>.{gage, and l»r. Bayou, who was now to take
tic chief supervision of Herman. At noon,
s -icr Mary brought in Constance, to sav good
>She did not say it. She did not speak.
He h.-ld out his hand. She did not seein_ to

it. turned, and went out. Sister Mary, tor
tin- last time, bent her tall old form over him,
arranged liis pillows, and strove to make hritn

ait.n-table iii her kindest and most motherly
way. But the pain which he was now endurii!_'was bevniul her power to relieve. She
aw liis young face full of strong anguish,
-T..ii«ly burne, and he saw actual tears in her

crliil eves. Coining hack again, and smootherit.. L.I.,. .. t....I »

In-art! take heart, mv dear. 'Twill soon be over.
i>t her to me. i will watch over her, us it

dn* was hiv daughter, or you were my son."
lb wrung her shrivelled hand, and kissed it.

in- door was shut. He was alone.
He heard a horse's hoof stamp impatiently

'ii tin* loose gravel underneath the window,
i'e ap< she was there. Perhaps he might hn\e

» more glimpse of her vet, I'ould he stand ?
ii' imildtrv. Clasping the bed-post with Isith
II sii'li, lie cautiously* lowered his feet to the
t-j-.r. got hold of the hack of the high-ticked

r to support him. and ]>ushing it along softv1st ire him, reached the window in suite of
'in* swimming of his head. He peeped Is4ween

il'.sid shutters cautiously, that he might
i.i-t lie seen. \ white-covered butcher's Wagon
* " standing beneath. The restless horW' had
turn.sl, so that the opening at the hack <d the

ti diagonally fronted the window. Jnst
<- Herman looked out of the window, Oonitance

i it of the wagon. She could n<>t see
hint, and he saw Iter the longer. There Iras a
'* 'ii*. itte despair in her eves. Then she raised
' r handkerchief in her hand, and bowld her
'" admit. She loved hiiu! He would have givenlei heart's blood to lie permitted to dry those
i* his th:it v||e was shedding, with his own hand.
A ad yet. strange ineonsistencv of love! Those
nr- ot hers,.which he could have wept to see

h"i shedding, were a greater coinlbrt to hint
'" ii than anything else could give; and on the
iiotii ii v ot them he was to live henceforth lor
Uiauv a dav.

Sister Mary came outi and climbed into the
ii'ieieiiiiinis chariot. .Mrs. Hobba followed to

' ' whi.-l with vociferous farewells. Silas
J1 serutnUi d up iiijtroiit, and whipped up''in : and the wagon vanished behind the

i in tore Herman grew too blind to see. IfIi.- t'l.i.l I i !. " *
i m>»i, m was ia> matter. uetting irom

l'"i was all that he had had to concern hitnai"int.How ho was to be pot back, was
| affair. Not preferring to be

' »lit at the window, however, he made, as
a- he regained strength and consciousness

'ih ut, sundry efforts at locomotion, and, at
same time, sundry anearthiv noises with the

hv- >i the chair upon the wootfen floor, which
tjK-.-dilv brought Marshall, who was eating hisinner In-low, to the rescue.lb- w:l> rather astonished at finding his usu dlir.itionul charge in the middle ol the floor,totride ,.(1 A chair, and clinging to the back ol
11 with both hands, with a very pale face over

and his |irst idea was that Herman, in
-
u ti' "t delirium. had been indulging hintsellwith a

Kute a cock-boneT Hinlury Cro«*.! > *»r an old w oman jump on to her horse
01 winch we, who are in the secret, perceivetat L- was not altogether wide of the mark,"x pt that the woman was young, and in a
1 -"ii. tutting very little explanation fromH inrni, he took hiiu in his arms, put him toand. U!j soon as he appeared capable of
"l_"l'r,"hei»Moii, suggested to him that, if he hada t-oii y to sit up, he had better at first try beingr wis! up for a little while where he was, or" ail* rale wait till somebody came to assist

t'» which Herman meekly assented. Heshow-,-,) in, more signs of any such fancy for sev*rai-lavs after.
hi dock had struck twelve. Cinderella had" "i.. without even leaving him so much as her"It. yes, though ! There were the flowershad gat hered for him. lie must press and pre!them ; uud doing this uud gumming theuij'i araix-nques and wreaths upon paper, its henut o-.-n i..r treat some in former times^afford'Him occupation enough for two or three daysafter he really became well enough to sit up inh*-'d. Hut the strange, sweet, OUter-sictel epiI
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sode, was over. The Palace of Dainty Delights
was disenchanted. He perceived that the appleswere hectic, and the oranges jaundiced ;
that the green carpet did not harmonize well
with the blue nor with the yellow floor, and that
the latb-and-plaster walls had uo paper lor hiiu
to wile away his restless hours in studying. He
next proceeded to discover the truth of the theory,tnat women make better nurses than men,
but yet that Mrs. Dobbs must be one of the exceptionsthat proved the rule, for she could no
more make Sister Mary's place good than Marshall; that dangerous illness was a state often
less trying than convalescence ^ and that it was
singular what a difference phvsieal weakness
could cause 111 ones power 01 attention; for
though the Messrs. Dobbs were all of them
most intelligent yeomen, and had much to tell
hiiu about the state of affairs in Kansas, which
was authentic, aud no aoubt important, he knew
no more about it after they had been hospitably
trying to entertain him with it for an hour than
when th<|v bep(an. .

Thehjansan doctor, on his next friendly visit,
was less impressed with Herman's resignation
than with his affording a remarkable ulustrationof the fa0t that few men, no matter how
skilful they m*y be in general, can understand
their own cases. " I never, Capting DoMjs,'*
declared he, " see or conversed with a youngsterthat had more information, or what you'd
call a better general idea of physic and surgery,
than that there, up stairs; but here he's been
remarking to me that he expects to be able to
travel next. week. Leevctenant Marshall, if you
let him try it, 1 guess you'll repent of it, and
him, too. He's a dead man if he doos, as sure

as be lives."
The opinion of Dr. Bavou coincided in subIstance with that of Dr. Coffin, though not in

language, being expressed in the purest Mississippian,of which I regret that no,specimen has
been preserved for me to lay alio before my
readers, for a comparison of dialects. Herman
submitted himself with the best grace he could
to the decision of his medical brethren ; but
his good constitution and habit of health now

came to the aid of his v ishes, and extricated
hint safely from their h&wds before long, and
much sooner than they expeeted. in spite of the
drawbacks of homesickness, restlessness, and
irrepressible anxiety; and he quitted Kansas,
after all, with a much lighter heart than that
with which he had entered it.

nu a otpd v i \r

The Lady's Shrift.
" My queen wa« crouching at my side.
My love uuseeptreil and brought low,

Iler awlul gurli ol"maiden pride
All melted into tears like snow.

The mistress of my reverent thouvlit".
Thr Angel tn the Housg.

After Herman's return to Boston, he was

much iff the time in spirits so mysteriously high,
that Edward declared it must he a cure for
despondency to he shot through the hody, and

I that if he were intrusted with the care of an

asylum for the insane, he should certainly make
targets of all his melancholy patients. This remarkof his deserves recording, for this reason,
though for this reason only: it was the nearest
to a sportive, not to say a good-humored one,
that lie made at this time and on this Occasion.
Quite'contrary to his wont, he was in a state of
gloomy and taciturn indignation ; and, frotn his
unusual reserve, it was difficult to discover
whether he was most angry with the Border
Ruffians for having shot Herman, or with Hermanfor having been shot.

Even this, Herman bore with remarkable
cheerfulness. Perhaps Constance's tears had
watered his hopes, and they grew so fast as to

over-top all minor annoyances. He was, huw
ever, restless, and incapable of ^|ttliug himself
to anything long. As soon as lie was well
enough, he resumed the care of his patients
and some charity pupils whom he had; but his
own studies seemed almost at a stand-still,
while he obligingly read aloud to Clara more

novels and pDctry than* on her own

she had ever jierused in her life. To the great
improvement of her bloom, he rodo with her so

fast that she often wanted breath to protest
against his speed ; and be had scarcely apologizedfor his offence before it was repeated. He
romped with Tom and Bessy, until they pronouncedthat he had grown " the funniest man in
the world.a great deal funnier even than Uncle
Edward." At the same time, as if for a couuitcrpoise to all this, he brought home to Clara
one sombre book after another upon monach
ism, media-val art, Romish saints, &e. till one

day she asked him whether he menut to decoy
her into a convent, and rewarded him by sing-
ing in her very archest and prettiest way u

snatch of the old song, "Oh, is it not a pity?"
with its burden, " NTo, I won't he a nun!"
I'pon this he told her, with unaccountable and
rather depressing solemnity, that he seriously
believed there was a great deal more of unearthlyexcellence and saintliness among the
charitable orders of the Church of Rome thun
the Protestant world had ever given it credit
tor; after which, he went off without loss of
time into the v»'ry brownest of brown studies.

Will vou go out to walk with me?" said
she, at length, finding him dull.

" Yes," said he, looking up blankly into her
face, " I shall go to Baltimore, myself."

"Shall you?" returned she, laughing, "but
I shall not. It's rather far for a stroll; and,
besides, 1 shan't trust myself there with you at
present. There are too ntaiiy convents. I
might find myself in one before 1 knew it. I
beg your pardon, though ; I forgot that that
seemed to be a tender point, with you when 1
touched it just now. I dare say many of the
nuits are most excellent and interesting."
"'Convents!' 'nuns!'" cried he, rousing

himself, " I did not say anything about them,
did I ? Why should you imagine that they had
anything to do with mv going to Baltimore?"

" Why, I did not! Have they ? Are you real!lv interested in them ? "

" < >b," said he, relieved, and endeavoring to
recollect himself, " there are a great many objectsof interest in Baltimore. There is an

Atheuamm, a monument to Washington.and.
1 believe.a bank, and "

" Toy shops and confectioners' shops, I dare
say," suggested she, demurely. " Never mind.
Don't task your memory. I can look for my old
Worcester's Geography, the next time I go to
the garret, and find out all about it, no doubt.
When do you visit this interesting city?"

" Oh next week. Havo you any com-

'Only to come l>ack safe and soon. Herman,
I don't want to ask yon any questions that are
not necessary, but this one I must, because I
have been so frightened about von so lately: It
is no dangerous errand that takes you to Baltimore? "

4* No, indeed, my dearest, no ! You will know
all about it some time, perhaps; perhaps, verysoon."

" That is all I wish to know until you wish to
tell me," ('lara said this in perfect good faith,
with respect at least to any mere selfish inquisitivenesson her part. The vulgar general charge
of idle feminine curiosity is sometimes brought
bv their inferiors against women, who rather de
serve praise and admiration for their eager and
anxious sympathy, and solicitude for the welfare
of those very persons who ridicule them for it.
Any serious attempt at concealment between
herself and Herman was, however, a thing sc

unprecedented that she presently caught herseli
instinctively trying to unriddle it:

*' Transparent young cheat! " thought she
" How he stammered and blushed! It must have
been about something more than my thought
less banter about his monastic hobbies.unless
he is really getting Romanized. Herman
could not. 1 might have been afraid ol
it a few years ago; but now, with all his
fancy and fervor, ho has too much knowl
edge.clear, sound, Strong good sense.unless
the Roman Catholics are right, after all; but
Dr. Lovel declares, and knows bow to prove,
that-they are not; and so does Herman, too, 1
dare sav. Imagine him starving and whipping
himself and going down on his knees to coufessall the crimes that he never committed, to a

great, coarse, ignorant, blundering priest! I
don't think there can be much danger of that.
He bad hardly time enough to fall in love with
anybody while he was gone; and, besides, he

I i

I

IE~1\
I

; . . .

. BAILEY, EDITOR A1

WASHI
went nowhere near Baltimore. And then T I
don't think he is ready vet to fall in love with
anybody except that absurd Constance. He
seldom cares to speak to any lady here except
me. Can she have changed her mind, and he
found it out? She had relations there! And
can he think of placing himself at her mercv

again ? I hope, if so, at any rate, that by this
time she has learned,better now to prize him.

" Ah, Herman ! Herman ! Why canuot we go
on, just as we are, without any change in our

peaceful pleasant home ? Why is it, that for
even you, who kuow so well how to win and re-1
turn a sister's affection, a sister's affection cannot
be enough? Yours and Edward's makes my
life so sweet and blessed 1 Why is it that,
when almost all men who have sisters can commanda sister's affection, a sister's affection
seems enough for the happiness of scarcely any
of them ? And, yet more, why is it that so
often they seem to disregard, if not to spurn it
utterly? They do not treat their sisters as

equals, still less as companions, still less as they
do their friends. They make them useful when
they themselves are in sickness, want, or affliction; but when they are well, wealthy, and
happy, they leave them to themselves, and to
their vacuity, and loneliness; and so the poor,
uncherished, forsaken, shaded things, (unless
fate sends suitors to see, fancy, and carry them
off to brighter and warmer homes than their
own, or unless they have a blessed faculty of
finding sunshine for themselves,) are apt to be
MifrKtPfl milflAWPfl and frrwt-nirmuH and hprvmioi
scare-crows in appearance, and nothing very
cheerful in reality. I have seen enough of it
since dear compassionate Herman taught me
to oj>en my eyes to the condition of those
less fortunate than myself. God send him hap;piness, and Constance too.made worthy of
him.ifshe is essential to his happiuess. 1 don't
know how I could ever forgive her for having
made him so wretched ; but, at all events, I
could try for his sake. Perhaps he had reason
to think she would relent, but would not say so,
for fear of having afterwards to complain to me
a second time of disappointment. [A pretty
good guess, that last one ! Miss Clara.] But
what am I about, to sit here, prying into his
thoughts, after this meddlesome fashion? As
soon as he ought, he will tell me all that he
ought; and until then, as I told him, I do not
wish to know." Clara found that she had workeda whole crimson tulip wrong in her tidy, and
addressed all her powers resolutely to the wholesomepenance of picking it out.
Herman went to Baltimore ; but whether or

no he remembered to visit the interesting bank,
monument, and confectioners' shops, never transpired.It is, however, I regret to say, certain
that he did not lie in ambush under the house
of St. Tabitha, drug the watchmen, scale the
walls bv night, and bring Constauce down a

rope-ladder out of a three-story window, nor did
he break into a secret conclave of Tartarean
ecclesiastics, and demand his Eurydiee back
with a moving mixture of threats and pathetic
entreaties, at the risk of being let through the
floor into the cellar, like one of the Ravels, by
means of a trap-door conveniently disposed for
the purpose under the carpet, nor did he hide
in one of the pews of the church of St. Nostrum,
bounce out, and drag his lady-love from the altar,on the occasion of her being dragged to it by
opposition captors, to renew her vows. It would
have been much more appropriate to a romance,
and accordingly much more convenient to me,
ifjhe had done some one or all of these things;
but by that strict adherence to truth and nature,
for which I am remarkable, (or mean to l>e, one
of these da vs. if 1 can,) I am forced to own, that
how romantic soever in his feelings, he was apt
to be sadly commonplace in his doings.
He procured an excellent letter of introductionto Mr. Honaldson, made acquaintance with

his wife, and when he had found out what a

thoroughly good, warm, open heart she had,
and also had reason to think that she had
granted him a little corner of it, he opened his
to her. The devotee in her struggled a little at
first, faintly/with the woman, but had to yield
before long, and yielded entirely to her natural
sympathy with love and youth. She gave Hermanher best wishes ami advice, and made up
her mind that she had never quite thought her
dear neice had found her vocation. About
his seeing her? Oh, he should see her in her
[Mrs. Ronaldson's] own house, of course.
Constance was coming to pass two or three
days with her as soon as she returned from
Georgetown ; and that would probably be next
week. Her year had just expired. She was

waiting only tor Sister Mary's company. C011,stance was to write and let her know what day
to send the coach to the cars, She would send
Herman word, and he had better be at her
house, and make sure of an interview at once.
" Any opposition to his seeing Constance on the
part of her superiors?" Oh, no, she thought
not. She should be very sorry to think so.

But, then, dear Constance herself was ardent,
and sometimes a little wilful, (though that was

chiefly before her conversion, and ought not to
be remembered now,) fShe had been very
strongly bent on going,-into the sisterhood.
nothing could stop her", and now she might
have scruples of conscience of her own, about
letting herself be turned front that line of life.
She would send for him", and he had better be
on the Hpot. Herman was not unwilling.
The coach rumbled to the door and stopped.

The tall, Diana-like figure, all in black, the
same that had haunted the farm-house in Kansas,reappeared, and parted into the hall, into
the arms of Mrs. Honaldson. They kissed each
other, billing and twittering together like two
Canary-birds, for full five minutes. Herman,
in ambush, peeped through the crack of the
parlor-door. He could not have waited so long
but for thej necessity of avoiding a denouement
before the coachman and Sambo.
"Oh, dtar Aunt Cora, how dear you are!

How sweet it is to see anybody of my own familyagain 1 How good you are, to let mo come
1 1. A I M
uhck u> you once more :

'* How naughtv you were, you wilful darling,
ever to go away and leave me! How could you
do so ? "

"Indeed, I don't know, I've wondered a

great many times. Give me another kiss.
two.and hold me tight! Oh, I never knew
what a darling foster-mother I had, nor how ungratefuland shameful it was for me to say I
had no home, and was all alone in the world,
till I had fun awav from you."

" Come, come into the parlor, and let me
take off' y>ur bonnet. It is all damp with the
rain."

Constat ce hung back. " Do you think there
can he anv of my own dresses up-stairs, Aunt
Cora? "

" I am afraid not, dear; you gave them all
awav, yourself, did you not ? There, that will
do, children! Run up to the nursery. Go
down ami tell the cook to make some ntuflpi9f
SJanibo."

" I'm a^rqid I did. I shall feel so qdd $qd
conspicuous in these before people; and, besides,
I hate to $ee them myself.
"What.? Why?" }

" They remind me of my wilfulness and folly.Auntf Cora, it is o* jio use to try ! I can

no more be a nun thaq. I can a seraph ! "
" Why,I(.'onstance I ^Why ? "

" Oh, because.it does" not suit me. I'm W*
good eno jgh, J nje^n $o do good nart of the
time ; bu I want to do something else besides,
and play, and draw, and read my own books,

f and thin i my own thoughts, without always
mcditatin f. I'll be the children's governess, or

anything you please, if you'll only let me stay
with von. Is Uncle Henry in the parlor?"" No, dear. Conje in."

Hernial met hey qn the threshold. He
thought s le would hqve fallen, " Why, are youf here ? "

c xclaiined she, not knowing what she
said, with her white lips scarcely stirring.The loi r, spontaneous answer broke from him
with equ il abruptness, h Because I love you I "

" Chihl -en, children," cried Mnt, Hunuldscm," Come a way from Cousin Constance this moment,all of you. She is tired. No, no, Jenny,off the so a, up to the nursery. Mammy Phiflv
lias the n ce warm water all ready ; and we will
have sue! i a frolic ! Constance, my dear, you'llbe so kii d as to excuse me for half an hoar,I'm sure j my children's bath. Skip, Bobby,
mamma vill catch him 1 " Gathering her brood
together, like a hen who sees a Hawk, ijrs.
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Ronaldson swept with them before her through
the door, and shut it, loaving the coast clear.

[to he coKitikued."]
[Cop grighi secured according k> /ate.]
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JASPER: A ROMA N C E.
by edwabd .spenckr.

~v7
How Jasper Killed the Saeaye.

In the South, where the Pole-star shines not,
but thfc cross is reared high, the inspiring emblemof faith, rules the S^irin-Kiug. There he
peqietually drills his battling forces, that they
may be ready to assail whatever venturous
ones insanely dare to pass through his domain.
Ove:Sead, as if canopies for his throne, blaze
the wondrous constellations of the Southern
Sphere ; u brightly beaming Argo," the glowing
splendors of the southern cross, to the ancients
known as " Caesaris Thronon,'' of which Dante
wrote:

' lo mi volsi a man rietira, e po-i mrnte
AtValUo polo, vidi quauro audio
Noil viste raii fuor ch'alla prima genie ;"

there too Centaurus, Scorpio, Canopus; the
mystic light of the Magellanic jelouds, mildly
effulgent as the milky way, the a white ox " (el
bakar) of Abdurrahman Sofi, the imaginative
Arab; the inscrutable " coal-bags," cano}x>
fbtco of Vespucci.all these glories, that men

long after, and become wanderers to behold:
"Cod. r parevii il cirl di lor tiamnielle
O xeueiitrioiial vedovo *ilo,
Poi che piivato so' di mimr quelle! "

Endless bright stellar contrasts and artistic
groupings combine to illuminate and beautify
his mighty realm. But little recks he of these;
like an old robber-knight, he sits aloft in his
cloud-eyrie, where never ray of sunshine penetrates,watching ever for victims upon whom to
hurl down his malevolent storm-blast. Never
sleeps he, for the perpetual chdrus of his satellitescombines in wild enwoven strophe and antistropeof storm-shriek to keep him ever watchful.
Rest he needs not, for he is winged like the albatrossthat dances over his own high waves 5
never grieves he at wail of drowned mariner,
nor the echo of that wail from broken homes,
for fate-fraught tempests are the joy of his sombreheart, and'he calls for them as kings in the
olden time used call for tourneys to drown
their ennui, no matter how many teeth Isaac of
Y«»rk must lose to bear expenses. The misty
east wind comes to him with its whirl of moist
vapor, and the grim King laughs, for is not this
his jester, who inaketh his heart merrv with

c:..i o k it- o ii. T*r* .i I
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blue ice-fields, attends the Court, his black
huge body cased in Antarctic glaciers, his gray
beard heavy with icicles of the wild-dashed
wave.like some Norway pine upon a firth in
winter, its sturdy trunk all grown with moss and
lichen, its spines and branches hoar with frozen
spray.attends the Court in honor, styledu good and faithful tenunt," for he is castellan
of the domain, Lord Warden of tht Marches, and
his well-gnarded keep bristles defiantly against
all assailants. And the North Wind, warm and
languid from the Pampas and Brazilian forests,
is the slave of the royal hate, for'lie never murmursbut of flowers, add dreamily whispers in
his sleep of fair jovs denied the King forever.
But the Southwest Wind is the Champion of his
Realm, who whirls down in mad charge upon
every intruder, whirls down with retinue of
flinty iceberg and white-crested \lave, and hail,
ami snow, and luistv attendance of benumbing
spray. And he it is that the Storm-King fostereth,and calleth 4< my son,*' and promiseth
his downy-bosomed daughter in marriage.
A gav festive realm hath the black browed

old Ruler in these latter days. Time was when
he had to waste his rage upon the waters, or

upon some luckless whale that perchance had
strayed into his dominion, for no nobler game
came in bis way to hunt down. But from the
days of Le Mair and Sihouten, and gallant Sir
Francis Drake, man's white-winged messengers
have been his glorious quarry. Eager theyplunge into thy realm In quest of gain, of gold,
reckless of the bones bleaching at the bottom
of thy waters, and of the tossed spars and
timbers that rise upon thy swell. Gold doth
aid thee, oh stormy one, give thanks to gold.
All the fiends bless it, do thou bless it also.
They have tried to study thy ways, oh King, to
solve thy mysteries, to circumvent thee, but
thou art inscrutable, unfathomable, lord of the
mighty tempests, and they cannot read in thybook,

Into thy woeful kingdom, oh lord of "TenebrificCape," went a tall and stately ship. Highheartedwere her crew, for they loved and trustedtheir noble craft, and had proved her powers.In white squall, and sudden hurricane of
Caribbee, they had seen her dance, " tripping on
light fantastic toe," as if'twere but the languid
sigh of a summer eve. Aijd now, confident,
vein uruux, uiey tempi my rem ill. rioarse voices
drown even the moans of the zephyrs warning
them away.hoarse voices ordering spars down
and sails reefed. " Clew up, and haul down,
furl and reef! " for the dread Capo is near, the
Storm-King's throne! All around them hath
thy icy-bearded Castellan summoned up cloudformsto shut out the light of day, and hath
brought up all his forces, cold, and snow, and
hail:

"Anil now ihere come both mist and snow,
And it grows wondrou* cold;

And ii-c, inasi-high, fojoes filiating py,
A* green as emerald "

Wildly he veils his mad anger, wildly warns
them back, yet they will on. Thy South Wind,
oh King, is impotent against these {iaydy mariners,this stout and goodly ship- They battle
him roughly, and already are victors, Feathery
light, the proud Clipper dances over waves boiling,seething in vain wrath about her, hurling
icy spray into her frozen rigging, and roaring
their tierce anger at her successful progress,
Vainly toils thy South Wind, oh King, for two
brawny backs are at the helm, and they briug
thy Castellan into service, oh Lord of Storms, to
lift them on their course! What dost murmur,
oh thou, placidly Happing thy great black wings
over thv gray eyrie? '' Let them pass on!"
Ominous are such words on thy lips, ruthless
one, ominous in meaning as in style. Let them
pass on, that thy Champion may tilt at them in
full career? that thou mayst, flapping thyblack storm-wings over {hem, iuuncfy hpon'thein
thy mob of {erapes-t? Bass qn^'gallant
pass on, sturdy fnariners, pass on in watching
and in prayer, for the dark hour of trial draweth
very near.
Thou whisperest yet more, dismal monarch.

What! Thou wilt send thy Jester, thy misty,
frivolous East Wind, to toy with and cajole
them, so that thy Champion may catch tjlen]unawares! Oh, thou foil} traitor! ^hall nolturnqnact ever wrest thv castle from thee ? Oh,
fated ones! already the chorus of the StormKing,and the wild notes of his downy-bosomed
daughter, are exulting in pagans and victorious
verses over your ruin. Already doth the Cham11iiincrird 011 bis nrinnr i\f mint ami i »iul
storm, and hail, fitting to his hand his sword of
nutqbing frosty his mace of crushing vjaye, and
mounting astride tips black tempest steed, who
is fleeter in charge than' the hurtling bullet.
even now is he thus making ready, while ye,
cheated into security, reset ypnr spars, unloose
your frozen sails, and congratulate yourselves,
saying, " Tip* StornpCapc is passed, and this is
called paciftcj" Qh, lifted ones, fearing not!
Oh, doomed Oges, that yet smile joyously! Oh,
drowning men, who cast so recklessly from
your hands the saviour spar!

" Sail on vet a little further," sayeth the Albatross-winged,in his zephyr-lika murmur, (for his
voice is as the voice of a maiden, low, tender,
and seductive, when he wishes tp ctyole you
into danger,) "sail on ye| a little farther, till
my Champion be mounted, hod hath his lance
iii-rest,"thai I may loose him, full-aripcd, upon

.
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you. Gently, my Wamba, <*ently. Thou dost it
well. They go as I would haw them! "

In the Greek tragedy, Chorus stood apart,irresponsible yet sympathetic witnesses of whateveraction aud passion informed the playfurnishing,in some sort, a precedent of that
share which M. Kossuth wished our country to
take iu the great European struggle he purposedto inaugurate. Their diction, lyric in
character, was toned to the requirements of the
mist en scene, so that the progressive intensityof the actiop could be road on the face of the
choral commentary and accompaniment. With
something of the same intent, we have framed
the foregoing rhapsody, which let the reader
receive as ohorus to our drama, its rhythm the
wild melody, the fierce hymniug of the wiuds 5its dance, the unceasing changes, convolutions,rushiugs up, and black magnificent gestures of
the stourn-clouds; for stage, the universe.to
these men, if they be actors and play a part,fate-instrnoted, yonder tossing ship is stage.for spectatdrs, whatever all-seeing ones are concerned,even the One Great All-Seeing.Let us drop these syllabic strides, and return
to prase. Yet the scene deserves a lofty diction.Picture to yourself a proud clipper shipe-sayigg to double the tenebrifie Cape Horn.
A storm such as Nature reserws fbr that fegion.Black midnight, through which the gully horrorsof the tossed deep and the gloom of the
lowering clouds so indistinctly j»eer, as just to
stimulate the fancy into amplification and hyperltoleof awe and dread.
The wind chaunts its own sad music through

the cordage, slack with incessant strain, and the
ship tugs and groans like a prostrate giant who
has not yet yielded, though bis antagonist kneels
upon his breast.

Soothly had this gallant clipper held her
course, prosperously voyaged from her northern
port, straight on from the fai$ bay of Metropolis,past the Antilles, never hurt Ivy tornado
nor belated in calm. A clipper of lame and
proof was she, and there were bets pending that
her time " out" would be shorter than any on
record. On she had sped, making by a half
day the best time to Bahia, where she had replenishedher casks; on she fled, with the stiff

f;&le swelling her wide-spread canvas, white and
ovely, like the broad-winged albatross. So proEitioushad the winds been, that the captain had
eld on with it longer than usual, passing inside

the Falkland Islands, elose down by Staten Land,
with its bleak, glistening, Alpine barrenness
and desolation, so strange, and eold, and lovely,in its icy glittering pinnacles, and its mountains
shouldered white with snow; with its great milkhuedalbatrosses ever winging their noiseless
way between the mounting waves, or sleeping,head under wing, upon the crest, as the child
would in an air-rocked hammock.so strangeand lovely, that the voyager, suddenly castinghis eye to starboard upon it, would fancy himselfawakening once more in an Alpine valley,and looking up at the wondrous white brow of
Jungfruu, or the diamond-sprinkled glories of
('hamounix; only there was no hint here of
rippling Staulhach, nor of Lauterbruuncu's blue
evening haze, nor of peasants singing the Ratiz
<les Var.hes on the beautiful meadows that reach
u> Interlacheu, nursed soQcacefully in the arms
of its wide-spreading trees, and placed so loving-ly beside its own chosen turbulent A»r!

After making a sufficient " Mouthing," the
upper spars were ordered down, strong new
sails bent on the yards, topsails reefed, everythingclewed down ship-shape, and the ship
headed westerly, attempting the region of the

| u Father of Storms." But a fierce gale set in
from the west, and beat them back. In vain
they tack and tack about, onward progress (sdenied them. The wind heads them, fences
with them, drives thcin back at the point of the
sword. Now it veers, and for a while dashes
on them from the south, " with icy breath from
kissing of the l'ole," and mist that I'reewvi upon
the stiffened ropes and sails, and snow tlid^
1 'les the decks uj> till they resemble a Canada
udt'ii > ;tr«l in February, Ahv t U u *

with the gale alternately from the south ami
west; now lying to, now tacking, now trying
to eat up in the wind's eye, and, as near as caiU
be reckoned, they have advanced but fifty tnilcs.
Suddenly the wind lulls, the sun shines our
calm and bright, the uir grows piercing cold^
and the ship is pitched from top to top of long
glassy waves. They arc " becalmed off the
Horn," and there is nothing to do but with infinitestirring about to keep the blood in circulation,and "whistle for a gale,'" for the calm
may lust for a day,or may keep by them, or rather
keep them by it, tor a weary month or two. Hut
such was not to be their fate. Soon a little rippleis seen over the smooth swell, a hull' that
only lids top-gallant sails freshens upon them,
another, another, and in an hour they are bowling
onward with close-reefed topsails, while an increasingsoutherly gale is howling in the rigging,
and bending down the dainty Clipper before it,
until she leans like a horse in the circus ring.
With so much " southing," and a week lost, the
Captain (who has also some money " up

"

on
the result) thinks lie can spare himself a little
of westerly steering, and at once cutoff corners,
save many miles, and make all safe, by heading
west-northwest, much more northerly than is
the custom. It was his first voyage round tin*
Cape, and he was skeptical of the Storm King'sawful power. The gale increases at night, the
snows begin to fall, and here and there is seen
a cake of floating ice, but the Captain will not
lie to until the crash of the ship's bows through
a field of " slush iee " reminds him of his danger
in a manner not to be disregarded. By morning,the tempest is over, but the fog, and rain,and floating iee, keep by them still, and thev
dare not try their speed.

The OMplHin chafes nnp^liently.
" We are fight abreast of the old storm-breeder,now, Matey," says lie, " but way to tin*

south'ard. That's why we have so much ice
about us. Oh, if this log only will clear away,
we'll bowl along, ami win it ypt. by long odds.
I'll put two or throe ipore pointsdii her, Matey,
and 'we'll drive along before this ten-knot breeze,
and turn the coyner like a race-horse. We're
ten days ahead so far, and we're bound pi pujd
our own."

Ilis hopes seemed to Intend realizing thepi
selves. Iiefore night the fog had lifted, the sun

shone out, »iul the southerly wind blew steadily
at a ten-knot rate. They had not, however,
lieen able to take accurate observations, and
the reckoning was not reliable. The Captain
said:

" We're two degrees south the Horn, and one

west Camden Island, very near the corner, but
we'll west a little yet, for the currents set very
strong about her. Matey."
They now sailed qn » dye northwest course,

going a(>out twelve mites an hour, with 'Hie
wjnd toteralily fair, tjie heavens clear, and the
fright southern Constellations gleaming like
diamonds in the deep-blue ether. In the inorn-

ing, with the breeze more to the eastward, and
hence still more favorable, the ship sped on.

There were two stout fellows at the wheel One
a weather-beaten old tar of fifty yeqis, with a

broad jijmesf facp, biown us" tanned leather,
scayr.t,d $hd wrinkled; gray beetling eyebrows,
scraggy white whiskers, a blue eye. rather
flat and deep-sunken, but very honest looking,
and a wide, square-cornered mouth from which
oozed a drop of tobacco juice, the chewing of
which weed had worn the teeth all down to

stumps, like the hearts in a cob of yc^siing corn,
after the grain !;a^ been euf oft for the"table.
A short, square-built fellow tie was, with a long
nervous arm, a huge sinewy hand, a slight stoop
iu his shoulders, a wide rolling yawin" gait,
and a knowing wink of jell eye. Ijle was
dressed fc$ cape-.iyeasber, in heavy woollen suit,
r>vcr which hp'wore laeket and trOwnprs nf nilert
cloth; a huge red comforter was wrapped in
triple fqids about hi- neck, and a sou-wester
hat, largo as a Cape Race pilot's, surmounted
his heau. A costume more comfortable than
picturesque, as is proper in a place where the
picturesque entirely supplants the comfortable.
His companion at the wheel, thoueh in
similar style, wore tj* depths witK an air that
the. QiUfct entirely lacked. Tall and straight,
the proofs of young blood were patent in the
firm plant of his foot, the nervous grasp of his
hand abont the spokes of the wheel, and the
way in which lie raised his head and sniffed the
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breeze. His face was of a ruddy hue, browned
somewhat, yet not case-hardened likd that of
his shipmate. A silken brown beard, short and
disposed to curl, covered his lips, cheeks, and
chin, and he had his neck free, save of the
black cravat with flowing ends over which his
collar was rolled. A very handsome, frank,
capable, reliable young .seaman he appeared to
be, quick, willing, and intelligent. The Captainaccosted the elder of the two steersmen :

" How's her head, old Brawny Back ? "

" N'o'thewest.leetle west, sir,"' responded the
seaman.

" We'll give her a point more to the north.''
" Best not. sir," resj>onded the man, sturdily." Why not, Brawny Back ? " interrogated the

Captain, mildly, for the old man was old in the
ways of the waters.

" Because this easterly uint going to hold us
two hours. Au' I know the Cape, and weatheredit sixteen times have I," added the old chap,with a little pride in the tone of his voice, u the
old fellow over yander aint a-going to let us oft'
this easy, and the laud's too close under our lee
now for us to try and play oft* any tricks uponhim, Cap'n, especially as we're likely to get a

slap or two from the Hell-breeze.
"Hell-breeze! old Brawny Back, what do you

mean by that! If it would melt the ice from
our rigging and the sleet from our decks, it
would not he a bad visiter, blow as hot as it may,would it, Matey ? "

"'Taint that sort, Cap'n,''said the old steersman,very seriously. " It's the iufernal galethat blows your masts over if you face it, and
smashes in your stern if you send, and anyhowsends you on the breakers, or 011 an ice-mountain,if you liaint got a wide offing. It comes
from the sou'west, and you haint seen it yet,Cap'n."

" Pshaw, B. B., you're getting old. Look, the
suii is oui, auu me sea quiet, scarce a '

wlutecap' to be seen. In thirty-six hours, well be
way out in the Pacific, almost in the Trades,and on our way to Valparaiso. Matey, let's
shake that reef out of the main t'eallant-s'l,''
and cheerily he trod the quarter deck.
Now it was Jasper that stood at the wheel

with Brawny Back, managing the spokes with
firm hand.

Not the same Jasper that used to play with
white Jewel down the sunny lane, and tease
Ruth into laughter. Nor yet that Jasper, forlorulvdesperate, who fled from home and friends
by night, because of a brokeu love and a blighted
ho|>c. There is a spirit in man at a certain age,this of Jasper, a spirit engendered of the crass
and exuberant humors of youth, which is veryimperfectly comprehended. Goethe, without
having experienced it, has, with a wonderful accuracy,diagnosed its moodier manifestations in
his W erther. Bvruii lived it, and set it to music,
in his Childe Harold and his romances. Yet
few have properly understood this " fervid seasonof youth, so exaggerated in imagining, so
Itoundless in desires," though many have proposedgrand infallible panaceas for its evils.
For instance, the Werther remedy.effectual,
110 doubt, as the English method of crushiug out
rebellion in India, by blowing the reljels from
the mouths of c-anuon, and in divers other
wave annihilating them.vet a remedy entirely
subversive of economical laws. Your Lord
George not only did not suggest a remedy, but
even proved in his own person the inetficaey of
another cure-all, very popular here latterly,
viz:

" To look on nature, »
* hearing Oftentimes
The still sad iiiumc of bumxiiitv."

Perhaps, were it practicable, the suggestion of
worthy Herr Diogenes Teufelsdrockh, that " it
were a roal increase of human happiness, could
all young men from the age of nineteen be
covered under barrels, or rendered otherwise invisible; and there be left to follow their lawful
studies and callings, till they emerged, sadder
and wiser, at the age of twenty-five,' contains a

very excellent solution of the problem, but it
unfortunately is not. We must look elsewhere
tor our specific. And it is this: Let our

youth b arn from the plenitude of bis own

exjH-rience and the direr and sadder that
experience, the better for him.that '^-spiritual
music cfti spring only from discords set in unison; that hut for evil, there were no good, as

victory is only possible after battle," and then
he wifl he able to appreciate and act up to the
fact that " the end of man is an action, not a

thought," and brings himself thus within the
circle of truly possible magic, wherein tf vork
with the Faust purpose : «/

' Dusk ipti prkt'iinr. ilir Welt
tin Inuersieii zusmnm n hull.
iSphuu" alle \Virkrn«kmfi unit SanoMi,
IJi (I tliu' nii'lil u.rlir in Worieil krumen."

Our Jasper was in the fermenting state, withoutfixed aims, without knowing either himself,
or what to do, himself being agent, and yet,
through the Hiiuisterings of that potent wizard,
Koiployment, to all outward appearance, and
for all reasonable intents and purposes, strong
and healthy. You take a man from a bilious
country, his eye yellow and injected, his skin
tawny, bis blood slow, his motions lftsjy, and his
temper cross.in short, giving every evidence
of having a diseased or torpid liver; you transplanthim into Homo purer air, change his diet,
make him exercise, and he seems to he completelyregenerate; but return him to his mala
rious atmosphere months afterwards, and he is
stricken down with lever, for the seeds of the
disease were still in his system. And so it is
with Jasper. The bile remains in the system ;
he has not purged himself of it with the specifiesindicated by the symptoms has gone
through no course of calomel.set himself op
with no invigorating quinias. bu*; gauging of
scene, the stimulating puiucuoes of anew mode
of lifg, u new series of experiences, acquaintancewith a new phase of humanity, contact
with Nature in her loftier manifestations, and
the great distracter, labor, have syjl4iw.1l n» renderhim for the ^i.tno bctug a, very tolerable
fellow an anomaly, nevertheless, for with the
undeveloped wildness of youth.morbid, erratic,
untempeiVd youth.he has combined {ho life
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strong-handed itniluf iiu see nr.s to his fellows,
with bright pvospecls ibr a " foremast-man " of
Ui-i years; aiid f seem so is much indued, for it
evidences a proper doing of his duties in the
path of lite he hud chosen, A "wide and fair
inheritance " *3* his, for he was an " heir of
time."
A lirin friendship had grown up between him

and Rrawny Back, which latter was a stoutheartedold seaman, son of Neptune, knowing
no nationalities, but free by eonov,u;t m» JtM
water guilds ; a ft< m hht umth ; an
honest idd t>ea-^e»v^ soaked in brine, and redo
tent ot tue wave; ah uiiti^u? airman on his
travels, whout o^re would not at a»v ttuie wonder
at 'finding on hU vray houie to wife and children
Under the coral reef; a skilful sailor, learned in
the lore and superstitions of the forecastle, religiouswith the rough instinct of an ignorant
observer of Nature's mightv ways; and Ipfing
Jasper with the devotedttUfis ijf ^evvtourulland
dor.

£ Jasper, my hearty," said he, looking out
anxiously to leeward when the Captain was out
of hearing, " Jasper, thou hast heard of men to
whom bad luck keeps sticking to the end, like
Jonah "

" Like me, old tanned one, ves."
(> v l:i... .I l.i . i' t .

j^»v, never iiki; iua, ^ nope } dui men
who are driyuty oy Jed c^i to, do the very thing
that will kni them.men who lean 011 a rotten
tafira.il to look at the sharks that are even then
whetting their teeth fof them '*.

u Yes, yes. fhe vult portiere'sort."
*' Aye, that^ schoolmaster fhr It, I suppose :

anyhow, our C'ap'n yonder going down below is
one of that breed of Ash. lie's got no caul
romid !*ii neck, sartin; was born of a Friday,
and christened left-handed. He can't help it,
though, nor we nother. What's to be must he,
because it's written in the Book. That's Gospel."

" What do vqy ttimtn, B. B. ? Are we in any
danjr^v?'1

Do you feel that Httle puff o' wind, there,
and there, comin' kind o' warm against yourcheek ? "

" Warm' Jl. B.* J cant find any warmth
in an ajr that freezes a man's breath in this
style."

" Well, it's warm to what we had last night,
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and, warm or cold, any old Capo Horn whalemanwould turn pale if he felt it on his cheek.
i i-i >. --

auu aunu uuwn ms spars, * clew ami haul and
furl and reef,' in a jiffy. Look over the rail,
Jasper, and see which way the bubbles move."

'' With the ship, and to starboard ! Whv, lb
B., we're in a current, as sure as fate."

"Sartin! and the current chops in yonder,into one o' them guts of Fuego, which ain't half
so far off as the Cap'n thinks or wishes. When
a ship gets into them guts, Jasper, it's all upwith her.leastways, 'taint often she ever gets
out again, 'specially if she goes in as we're goingin, before a fiftv-mile gale from sou-west.
Best go below when the watch goes off, boy,aud put on tother jacket under that one, and
stick that Bowie of yourn in your belt, for the
savagea over vonder, tho'f they ain't so tall as
I've heard tell of 'em, are pretty rambunctious
in a crowd, and ain't so particular choice about
slitting weasands, if plunder's in the way. I've
seen carcasses ou the coast of Fuego that lookedvery much like the mop-headed dogs had
been a cutting of steaks out of 'eui; aud that
ain't pleasant to think 011, is it, my lad, of findingDavy Jones, by way of the maw of a naked
nigger 7 "

44 Why not mention your fears to the Captain,shipmate ? "
44 Oh, 110. He calls me croaker, and old man.

Here's our business, at these spokes, and not to
sail the ship. He's doomed, lad ; and yet he's
as good a sailor as need be, only he's too venturing,and wants to do too much. I tell you,
Jasper, it won't do for a man to try to do too
much. My old mammy.(tod bless her.used
to tell me a sort of parable like about a dogwith a bone in his mouth that tried to pick upthe shadow of the bone too. 1 guess you'veheard it. Well, the Cap'n's like that dog. He's
got the bone, but he wants the shadow too, andhe's going to lose 'em both, and himself too,and all of us, if he ain't precious lucky. We
hain't never had the offing we had ought to
have, and why ? Because the Cap'n thinks lie
can beat any ship that ever sailed, by huggingthe shore, and beating up nigh the coast. But
1 tell you Cape Horn ain't one of your hug-ablekind. He's ticklish, and, if you go too nigh to
his ribs, you're bound to get kicked or punched,
or chucked on vour beam-ends. It never does

V..11.. . .:i .1 ._-i-
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though, Jasper ; he's got a young wife at home,
a pretty creature as ever I see, and I reckon he
expects, when he gets back again, to find a
smart boy crowing on her knees, and mightyjudgematical about titty. Well, God made us

all, Jasper.me, and thee, and the Cap'n.and
each does and is done to according as was cut
out for him before the mould was broken, so
there's no use saviug any more about it."

[TO BB CONTINUICD.]
For the National Era.

PROGRESS-TWO VIEWS.
BY EDWARD SPENCER.

"Methinks thin wild, this break neck gait.
At which the mad world hurries past.
Should make all wise men stand aghast,
A* 'twere a tossiug whirlwind's blast.
Dreading ouch speed precipitate.
'' I've seen huge waves on rock bound shore
Rear high their white and foaming crest,
Then, wildly charging 'gainst the breast
Of sturdy reetliiiei. quick attest
Their weakness, dashed to spray, and lore.
" The reef is order, man. the wave,
The stirring tempest, passion's pride,
A moment conquering 'twill s rule,
A moment ehurn its crested tide,
Then ripple bark, an humbled slave "

" Not so, pood sir; far in the West
I've seen u mighty forest, hoar
With frost of age, grown gray before
The fainte t dream of Western shore
Disturbed unbending Colon's rest.

''The ancient, dark, and moss grow it mould
Fsrap re be sombre r) trees.
There songsters breathe choice liltnn s.
And there peremral botanies
Rich bud, and bloom, and fruit unfold.

"All choked, and gone to fruitless seed,
Willi riches that aie lavish (toured
Hack whence they issued, and afford
No gift to man of all the hoard
That is his own. by right of tier d
" He would tl.ere plant, a* lie would reap,
(He knows that labor foreruns bread.)
Hut in those shades of rhillnig dre«J,
Where vipers every thicket liiicad,
Where sleal(hy panthers noise'es* etrcp,
" And nil is wild, unkempt, and herce,
He finds no opening for his toil;
liin spade breaks not the root-choked soil,
And all conspires his amis to foil.
His zealous work to blight and curse.

" Until some chance-lit flame may wake
The forest's languid torpidners.
A blade of flaine that doth caress

Only a leaf in low recess,
Or blushes 'neatii some humble brake,
" fhen.as the. leopard, tasting blood,
Hy the inw luxury inflamed,
No matter how he hath been tamed,
To savagery is soon reclaimed.
And gloating quarts the grateful food.

"fo doth the flamelet, with young greed,
F.mbraee some time-worn, fallen '.ree ,

And anon, with roar «s.velry,
With raiDjiji^t, glaring jubilee,

hurtles on with itiaddem d speed,
"Till it hath circled all the wood.
And grasps within it* red embrncy.
The oak's stout strepKihi tv> woodbine's grace,
And III (Itftn lace oo h soon outpace
The she-wolf fleeing with her brood

"The viper seeks the brook in yam,
The bison bellows his despair,
Th- deer halt) left his bosky lair,
And ieapeih past the timid bare.
Dreaming of shelter he may gain.
" No cea*e, no pause, no slightest stay,
Can chuck ill<* flamos, us fi -rre they rant
Their power o'er all, and sibilant,
Allune their roaring to the chnunt
Of winds that pipe a mournful lay.
"Tbo beast is fled, the bird is flown,
The oak hath crashed, and is consumed.
And where the lovely wild flower vmnmed.
The fire king hath his v-harg*js groomed.
O'er »1» he nuk, nu l4verj throw n.

His crumbly ash, h « circling «moke,
T he sulkn smoulder of his flume.
Ah, who oould guess this were the same.

So feeble, dim. inert, and tan.c.
That to its joke the forest broke '

' These linger till the summer rap;
Doth miny times, with total Ww
Submerge the tn«tsk and winter's snow
lu cri;, , mantle oA doth throw
t'pon the scorched and blighted plain.
" Then man. with restless, toiling hand,
Wish cattle yoked, and harnessed plough,
Wiih straining nerve and sweaty brow,
With eye thai careful cons iby How,
Tillelh and tames ;hv leoHifol land.

n Whure but a weed was wont to apring.
lie maketh grow a blade of com;
The fertile bay-field now is shorn,
v\ here thrived the briar and the thorn,
And where be wild bird used to sing.

"Thus "lis wiih Progress; like the flames,
It sweeps a fo.e<l from the earlh
Which once't cumbered ; where wt> dearth,
It bringeth plenty, wraith, and mirth.
ll wtr» a moment, but fore'rr reclaim*.

January 25, 1857.

The Cincinnati *f*»rer says : There is a

lager beer keeper here who was formerly
one uf \W Board of Lxaminers in the Austrian
army. Many a man of military rank has passedthrough his hands. But he was imbued with
the " heresy " of Hepublieanism, and he now
ekes out a subsistence by the moderate sale of
lager,
A Kansas relic, the veritable candle-box in

which the stolen returns were found, concealed
under a wood-pile in the Surveyor General's
office, has been conveyed to Boston by Mr,
Lewis M. Tappan. It is exhibited as a curiosity.

I .g"
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For the National Era.

If the Editor of the Era thinks the following
simple stanzas (called forth by the recent move #

ment on the part of the Church of the Epiphany,
Philadelphia, to induce the people of the late
Rev. I)udlev A. Tyng to return there) worthy
a place in his columns, he will oblige some of .

the members of the Church of the Covenant, as

well as the writer, who prefers to see them in
the Era rathenhan anywhere else. ,

steadfast.
Return! to tbe shelter from which As was s?urned
Kneel again at the nltar from which A# waa turned'
Forget the indignities heaped on hit head,
Because he lies quietly now with the dead
Do they think that no principle led us to stand
In the corneal, beside htm who headed our band*
Do they think, that because our loved leader is gone
We care not fur his words, and his teachings disown*
We are str,cken and smitten, but when we forget
The defence of the great truths for which we are ret,
When we inmgle our forces with those w' o f rbid
Tito**- truths to be preached, and their light would have h.J,
1^1 niir nitme unii it hi-u nertah niir mamlU »»«« '

And 1*11 from the pedemtal planted by him!
By liim, whom no thought of «e!f interest could sway,
By him, whom God gave, and hath taken away

Nn no' by the memories that never can die, ,By the hope of yat stacking bis home in the sky,
We will aland to our colors, as though they a ill waved
From ihe ('ear hand now folded to rest in the grave.
" Get my church be established,'' he said, as the ude
Of the dark river bore him away from our side.
" Let my paople go on in the path we have it®-*, ,

Strong, unwavering " We will! so help us, Oh God '

R. A. K.

The Comet's Round of Travel.
Though much has already been published regardingour recent di.stitigui.shcd visiter, l>onati'scomet, there are many who will be

interested in the following extracts from an
article in the London Times, suggested by the
calculations of astronomers, estimating the time
of this comet's journey round the sun at 2,4\) >

years. The Times nays:
' Modern science establishes that the rangeof »>ur present visiter, though immensely wide

compared with our planetary proportions, is
straitened indeed, compared with stellar distances.He has his tether in the attraction of
the sun, as we have. He can travel, indeed, 250
times further from the sun than we can, and
about 12 times further than Neptune, the most
distant and last discovered planet of our system; #
but even this does not carrv him one-thousandth
,«irt ,IIUan,.u * »

..VI WI iuv uraicii IIACU SUIT.

Let anv oik1 take a ha.lt' sheet of note paper, anJ 1

marking a circle with a sixpence in one corner
of it, describe therein our solar system, drawingthe orbits of the earth and the inferior planet*, J
as small as he can by the aid of a magnifying i

glass. If the circumference of the six/pencestands for the orbit of Neptune, theu an oval
tilling the page will fairly represent the orbit of
our cornet; and if the paper be laid 011 the pavement,under the west door of St. Paul's, tinSlength of that edifice will inadequately representthe distance of the nearest fixed star. That the
comet should take more than 2,0l>0 years to
travel round the page of note paper, as we have
supposed, is explained by its great diminution
of speed as it recedes from the sun.

'4 At its perihelion, as we have seen it 'movelatelv, it has travelled 1117,000 miles :^n hour,
or more than twice as fast as the e^rth, whoso
motion is about one thousand m.iiya a minute.At its aphelion, however, or greatest distance
from the sun, the comet is a very slow body,sailing along as if doublftil whether to return,at the rate of 4s<J miles an hour. This is onlyeighttimes tbo speed of a railway express. At
this place, even if the comet could whollyshake off the attraction of the sun, which it
certainly could not, ami were it to travel onwardin a straight line, the lapse of a million
years would tun! It still travelling half way betweenour utm and the nearest fixed star. Comets,then, can hArdly be imagined visiters from
oui' system to any other, or from any other to
our own. There is every season to be'.ifcvc theybelong to u*. and are only planet* Of a lightermaterial, less settled construct",rvw

«W.4J i-v«v

trio orbits, and somewhat tnont devious path, ,than our own solid globe. It is hardly possibleto look at them without seeing that they replenish,and pevhaps vivify, the subtle ineuiuin.
through * hich they diffuse their bright products,and which offers a certain resistance to their mo:lion. As to danger of collision, of blightingshower, or pernicious breath, it is as nothingcompared with the thousand and one chance*
on which mortal life depends. It always hang*
011 a thread, and that thread is not weakened to

1 the amount of one fibre by all the millions of
eoinets which a French philosopher calculates
to move iu ouv system."

I The United States Economist estimates the
consumption of boots and shoes in the United
States at seventy-six million p'^irs per year,I vr.iited at c-ii.'lit million dollar.,. About twelve
million pairs are iua<le in l>lassachusetts.one
half of them in Lvnn. The £ ouoniist men
tions as a remarkable circumstance in this connection.that notwithstanding the immense ex Jtent of the shoe and boot manufacture, and the
army of persons engaged in it, neither boot nor
shoe makers figure in the last census, thoughshoe finders and 8hoe-peg makers do. There i*
no branch of manufacture conducted with such
poor economy as that of boots and shoes. It is
within bounds to say that one-third of the
feather made into boots and shoes is a dead loss,
on account of the imperfect manner in which
they arc manufactured. Witness the heaps of
half-worn and rip|>ed shoes in every attic. It
is this waste of material that has appreciated the
price of leather, and all articles made from it,
verv rapidly within a few years. And it is a
waste that is in the end bad economy for the
manufacturer as well as the purchasers.

i in- rrccnian s jvuriuu has tho following : >1
"The Rev. Father Grace, at Memphis, Tenn.,had the pleasure, on the 1st ultimo, to receive

into the CaUudie Church Dr. William P. Floyd,
youngest sou of the late (iov. Floyd, of Virginia,Among all the remarkable conversions to
rhe faith in our country, we do not know a parallel to that of this family, in regard totheuum:bur of converts that it has afforded. Mrs. Lejtitia P. Floyd, now Mrs. Colonel Lewis, of Vir-

(rinia, was the first, and her gifted and venerablemother, whose obituary we published a few
years ago, was the last, so far as we had heard :
but the sum total of converts from this itumedi ,
ate family connection has been some tweutyjtive.''

How we look in Grkkk..A Life of Washingtonhas just made its ap}>earapce at Athens,
Greece. They make shoeking"work with our
names. Washington is rendered Omarignton;Hancock, Aykok; Hunker Hill, Bosnonton
lionyker; and old Governor Dinwiddie figures,
in the classic language of Homer, Demosthenes,and Plato, as Uincketes Dinouiddes.

,

A Paying-out Machine a*t> a Stvrtvo
Fcnd..The stockholders of the Atlantic Tele-
graph Company, we fear, have found the wholu
affair to be a " jhiyiivj-out machine." And no
one can doubt thai the capital in becoming,
more and more, a " sinking fund." So savs
the Boston ro.it. <~

The official majority by which the lion. WilliamA. Howard in beaten in the lint (Detroit)district of Michigan in just 75. The new Legislatureof that State in divided thus: Senate.
Republicans '24, Democrats 8 ; House.Republicans00, Democrats '22 , joint ballot.Republicanmajority, 51. A United States Senator
in to be chosen in place of the Hon. Charlej E.
Stuart, Douglas Democrat. We have heard
Gov. Bingham and the Hon. D. S. Walbridgenamed a* probable candidates for the post.
The Argus a>ui Democrat (Madison) says that

the new Legislature i»f Wisconsin stands : Senate.Republican,lt>; Democratic, 14. House,
Republican by live majority. The Republican
majority on Congress is about 3,000. No State
oflicera chosen this your, and no United States

' Senator to be chosen.


